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to   some   rich  young  fi-Ilow-rvamtrytu.in,   and   to
accompany him in his continental travels.    At the
back of his mind was a desire to gain tinur, to escape
from drudgery and to write poetry. Who was to say,
after all, whether the poems he was even thfu com-
posing, were not to make him famous at once, jiparinj',
him the slavery of a profession^   lie was revising
a description of his birthplace, the beautiful Lake
Country/ and meditating another sl of the spli-nduS
Alpine tramp he had made the year before with a
Cambridge friend, on foot, his knapsack on hut back,
In all these verses Nature is Im fheme.     His
dominant passion had already revealed itself, but it
was still far from cn^rossinjr all his thoui'hf-;.    He
was curious of everything; he felt a keen appetite for
life*   His mood was not yet attuned to the mimiein
of a country hermitage* Hardly out of college, he had
settled in London where he had just spent several
months, idling about^ drawn thither by the varied
pleasures of the crowded metropolis, ant! if he now
turned to France, the principal attraction      the Hew*
lution* He remembered his arrival at Ca!ata on x-jth
July, 1790, the eve of the Federation, and tlw
of joy and hope that then possessed the whole unmt ry:
a thrilling memory which long made hi* heart beat
faster, and the traces of which he sought dining
his new stay.   His mind still bore the imprint of
those ineffable hours during which the rapture of ;i
whole nation had accompanied with in mighty minis
his own mirth of a student on holiday*   His* mind
was then stirred by no political faith,            if

by the word Liberty in its fresh            its vague-

ness full of infinite promise; he had, above all,
1 An EveninslWalk.              * Dm r i>nW